Perhaps this English author of imaginative tales regarded
the fate of this island and of its semihuman inhabitants as a
forecast of the fate of the civilization he saw around him?
But the facts given in the newspaper the grey-haired but
young-hearted editor was waving in front of me while his
bright eyes flashed youthfully behind his thick spectacles.,
were more amazing than Moreau's fictitious island. A still
greater power over living nature had been discovered and was
not being wasted on amusement., on the making of freaks;
no, it was being used entirely for what was most needed., most
urgent and most important. It was creating a whole special
world of plants., man's collaborators and assistants.
The home of these extraordinary plants, the Odessa
Institute of Selection and Genetics directed by Academician
T. D. Lysenko, became a centre of regular pilgrimages.
One heard that this was the most amazing factory in
the world for altering nature; but this analogy was very
incorrect. It in no way resembled a factory.
The tramway winds through the quiet streets of the old
suburb that adjoins the port of Odessa, the Odessa of gay and
luxurious districts that we have read about in so many books.
From this suburb the sea has retreated very far. You
cannot see it; one would think it was not there. Low houses
with rough-hewn stone walls and window shutters; the tiring
gleam of lime over the yellow, cracked soil. Dusty acacias
and sophoras. Prickly lycium growing on the edges of the
vegetable plots. The metal segments of tall factory chimneys,
and the factory buildings themselves.
We reach the railway and the city ends. The sign "Kiev-
Moscow" is all the eye can catch on the cars as the express
dashes by. Beyond lies the steppe. The golden green sea of
ripening corn, barely visible tracks bordering the fields, and
the barely perceptible smell of growing, succulent grass.
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